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ON THE COAST road from Monte Carlo, just before reach-
ing Nice, if you turn off to the left you will find yourself
on the promontory Saint-jean-Cap-Ferrat, I icre you can
meander along several by-roads before you find the villa
for which you are searching, and, should it be the Villa
Mauresque, all that you will see will be a Moorish sign
in red on a white gate-post.

It is the home of that great playwright and novelist,
Somerset Maugham; it is imbued with that distinctive
artistry with which one associates his every effort,
whether in the field of letters or elsewhere,

Museum pieces stare at you quietly from every corner
and never say a word unless you appreciate their presence,
In contrast the dining-room is full of the works of Marie-
Laurencin; from the garden you can see the Italian
Riviera and the Esterel mountains. The house is, at its
name implies, typically Moorish, constructed round a
courtyard. A bishop had built it for his yours of
retirement, but it was a moderate edifice in those
days, and Mr. Maugham had to rebuild and plan it
again.

There is a room at the top of the house from which
I should like to steal the unexpressed thoughts as well
as those which we are delighted to read, For it is the
classroom of the master, in which many leu cultured
students would be grateful to take a lesson. You can
took oat of a window with foot panes, and not very
ordinary panes, for they form a complete Gauguin
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